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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took a very nice sail to the Bay of Naples, and 
really the Bay looking its best, and a very pretty illumination going 
on (especially at night), Vesuvius having caught the prevalent war 
fever and started behaving with considerable ebullience. 


ERUPTIVE. 


The taste for war seems to the fore— 
Although we’re all at peace— 

(A war with Spain across the Main(e), 
A recent war with Greece, 

Ours—where they ran in far Soudan— 
Removes the thing from doubt) 

And now, with fuss, Vesuvius 
Is also breaking out. 


Got down to Leeds, between whiles, and had a look at their Art 
Exhibition—thought the art very nice and creditable, also the 
Exhibition. Heard some miners had accepted their masters’ 
terms ; glad to hear it, and trust they’ll keep their words and not 
behave like the Welsh lot. Went to Chesterfield and helped Lord 
Roberts open a new volunteer drill hall. Then round to the 
Photographic Salon Show (a really capital one), and finished up the 
day gaily at the Croydon Carnival. 


Thursday.—Having assisted to land bluejackets at Candia, spent 
the rest of the day at Newmarket. 


Friday.—Started several volunteer corps for an “autumn 
march’ (back on Monday), and then helped Kang-yu-wei to 
escape. Cleaned guns for the rest of the time. 


Saturday.—Went over to Paris, and set the Spano-American 
Peace Commissioners going with preliminaries. Spaniards indica- 
ting obstinacy already. I should not be surprised if the conference 
ended in smoke (gun smoke ?) yet. 


ALL OF A PEACE. 


A claim to the Antilles 
The Yankees firmly lay, 
The Spaniards (silly-billies ?) 
Declining to give way—_ 
With things in this condition 
We may, upon my life, _ 
Observe the Peace Commission 
Declare “‘ war to the knife.” 





ay ' _ : : ‘ b ba b< ‘ la? , oem , 4 } , 
torice —The Editor will not-be answerable for any contirioutions, artistic or ulerary, SP mianeousty sent in 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


Had a lark on a steamer with the Belfast mayor. He'd invited me 
and others to visit the Fleet in the neighbourhood (by invitation), 
and off we sailed in pride. We couldn't find them for ever so long, 
and, when we did, I’m blessed if they'd take any notice of us! We 
tried a second time, but it was no go, and we sailed back to Belfast 
with our tails between our legs. Had a look in at the Leeds festival 
rehearsals and the Grocers’ Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall ; 
also ran over to Pekin, and saw about stopping those street rows. 
Attended the Temperance Demonstration at St. James's Hall. 
Drank its health, and finished up at the Toynbee Hall 
@Bnversazione. 


Monday.—Spent a curiously interesting time at the Mansion 
House—the Opticians’ Exhibition—an absorbing sight. Opened 
several schools of a medical nature and left celebrities to addvan 
them, while I summoned up all my credulity and went to De 
Rougemunchausen’s lecture at St. James’s Hall. He told us 
wonderful things, but they were nothing to the wonderful things he 
didn’t tell us for fear of spoiling the sale of a certain Christmas 
number. Trade for ever! 


Tuesday.—Went over to China and made the Tsung-Li-Yamen 
apologise, which they did at once, so that I got back in ample time 
to get the London County Council started to business once more ; 
then I went down to Swansea and opened the annual meeting of 
the Incorporated Law Society and set them going. Expect they'll 
keep going for some time. Made next for Ravenscar Moor (in 
Yorkshire) to take part in the bloodhound man-chasing trials. 
Delightful sight and enjoyable day, but don’t know that criminals 
need shake in their shoes much more than usual in consequence of 
the trials. However, some think different. 


FITNESS. 


No longer criminals who run, 
Who cribs or caputs crack, 
Will find the Hue and Cry mere fun— 
“The bloodhounds on the track.” 
And when the criminal is copped 
His punishment is dire— 
For Justice will, of course, adopt 
The ordeal by fire. 


Must have things in keeping, you know. Ran over in course of the 
day to help the Canadians receive the Ancient and Honourable 
Artillery Company of Boston; had a remarkably good time. Got 
back to have a look at the French (and ee ictures at the New 
Gallery, and dined with Dr. Fairbairn at the Holborn. Which ended 
the week up nicely for 

THe Sporrer. 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fucn’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


‘“‘CuHINESE Crisis!” is wot I reads; 
an’ you’d better rivet your attenshun on 
it, for it strikes me that China will soon 
be smashed up, an’ will want rivettin’, 
orsomethink. I’ve never seen a Chinese 
mob, but I shoud say it’s a sort of thing 
to be seen through a telescope, for 
choice, for a wild beast show don’t seem 
“init” with ’em. It seems to me that 
‘the trail of the Bear is over it all.” 
Wot with one thing an’ another— 
speshully our perlite neighbours, the 
French—pore old John Bull’as got all 
‘is wurk cut out; but J. B. isekal toany 
‘amount of this sort of wurk; like 
anuther J.B.—Joe JBagstock—‘e is 
‘“‘ tough,” if ’e aint ‘* devilish sly.” 

William the Wirey’s tour will make 
the Turkish Treasury “sit up,” an’ it 
strikes me that the affair won’t all be 
“Turkish Delight.” Ixpect ’e will want 
to reform pretty well ev’rythink ’e comes 
across, for Willie dearly loves to ’ave a 
finger—or rather, ’is ‘ole fist—in the pie. 

My boy Sam wants me to tell you that 
the English cricketers are doin’ well in 
Ameriky, so the old country ain’t 
‘‘played out”’ yet, it still ’as a innings 
left in its ainshunt karcase, an’ the 
Americans can’t ‘lick .all creation” in 
ev’ rythink. 3y the bye, Sloan, the 
American jockey, is a smart chap; ’e 
ain’t xackly Slo(w) an’ sure, more like 
Sloan an’ quick. 

















Lord Russell’s Kick Off. 


‘In a@ match between the London 
Irish Rugby Club and the Hammersmith 
Rugby Club, at the County Athletic 
Ground, Herne Hill, Lord Russell of 
Killowen kicked off.] 

Lorp. R. took legal steps to kick 
The ball to start the football war; 
But litigants sometimes feel sick, 
And often ‘‘ kick ’’ against the law! 











The Poacher’s Plaint. 


(If the bloodhound trials turn out 
satisfactory, poachers will be likely to 
“find their occupation gone.’’) 














Ir these ’ere ’ounds prove a success, 
Good-bye to food an’ togs ; Lady.—‘‘ I am glad to hear your son is doing so well. When does he go to his new 
Us poachers will be in a mess, place?” 
An’ fair “ go to the dogs!” Mother.—‘‘ Lor, miss, my son George be that preserved he never te!! I nothing!” 
A Chinese Tale. But in the background lurked his aunt, 
An angel sort of ogress! 
It is reported that the downfall of the Emperor of China was She said he was a foolish boy, 
primarily due to the disgust of his aunt at seeing him in a suit of For nothing did her eyes annoy 
European clothes. So much as signs of progress. 
THE luckless Chinese Emperor, She seized those clothes with savage hands, 
The subject of my carol, nd oT his back did tear ‘em ; 
Exclaimed, ‘‘I have a fond desire Ani he who held Imperial power 
To change this obsolete attire ‘ow uselessly laments the hour 
For up-to-date apparel.”’ He had the pluck to wear ‘em. 
Forthwith his hirelings brouzht him clothes, The moral of this simple tale 


And quickly he did don them ; os pais wey Ve) 


r tr 














Teas 
| 


oe 


» ae 
i 
a 


Ns See LORS 


Bees 


- 
- 


gp = > 


- 


- 


Za Bes 


~—— ws — - 


a 





sent ett lt tere Dt ae tes ral 


‘ 

; 

4 

' 
bit 
it 

i 























, 
/ ING My > / 

“yy, Sie 

: {hy a 


hy RN 


tayh 4 





AN ORIGINAL GENIUS. 


or 


\nd why are you walking, Mr. Quigley 
Why, because I hear that some f'ler has been saying that there 


M SS Iivker 
Q.—** Walking 


A Timely Visitation. Oh, *' pre-Reformation 
Is just innovation 


THe ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERPURY 
And really, vou know, it must end! 


© FaTHER CONFERSOR avaunt 


For another asviun search : = : 
t would hat oi Yes, Latitude’s wanted, no doubt, 
uit ImVEe VOU KT \\ 7 . : ; 
Ke it High, ] a r Low And Liberty's not to be scorned 
te j ip road, ¢ ’ 7 : 
, ‘ ' tut games such as these 

This ( hurch 18 the An ican ( h rol \ mi ‘ a : " 1 

Ou must stop, i voi ease 
l might stand a banner or s “ana I Jogh pats ‘cw ; 
If vou don't—well, remember you're 


Faint incense I might not detect = } 

rye irTne 

This confessional box, \ . ‘ } ¢ } 
‘ st) ‘ , ( £ ote ’ Lu ) { . 

Well. it’s unorthodox. U NAY ABK OT A licence preacnd, 


And I, therefore, must really object. 


‘ 


But your licence don’t carry too far 
You may give an address, 
But you mustn't “ confess "— 

Or you cannot remain where you are. 


There is room in the Church for you all, 
If vou only will bear and forbear 
From the Anglican bold, 
To the Puritan cold, For our Church is established by law, 
If the feelings of others they spare It must gohand in hand with the State ; 


There is room in the Church for you al] Or the State some fine day 
Will ery ‘Sweep it away, 


But extremists of all kinds I bar, 
It has grown so illegal of late!”"’ 


Be you High, be you Low, 
* Just so far’’ vou may go lisestablishment, well, it’s a crv 


; ) . . ‘ 
If you take care you dont go to Ta! That awakes but few echoes as vet, 
This * confess I bound nfs But the echoes will wake 
1 9 
Is a step that I ca ‘ nad If such ense \ Lake 
4 ; Es 7 - roe 
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‘s no originality about me!’ 


They would like us to fall, 
(nd attention they call 
To our slightest most innocent slip. 


We must keep astern watch on ourselves, 


From deacon to Canon and Dean— 
Be we timid or bold 
To the Law we must hold— 
And our hearts and our hands must be 
clean. 


We've a fight still before us to fight, 
Our foes are determined though few- 
lf we'd conquer at length, 
We must look to our strength— 
And all strength to strict union is due. 
If we split up in parties we fail, 
Though together we carry the day— 
Be we Low, High, or Broad, 
We may follow Luther or Laud, 
We must not have this wild disarray. 


So Father Confessor, avaunt ! 
For some other living go search 
I would have you to know, 
Be it High, Broad, or Low, 
This Church is the Anglican Church. 
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The is room in the Church fo! 
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A TIMELY VISITATION. 
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Might Lose Her. 


Jimson.—‘* Do you believe in long 
engagements ?”’ | 
Timson.—* Not if there’s another 

fellow after the girl.” 





——— 





Woman’s Woe. 


WHEN woman for long years does linger, 
And pleadingly does stand, 

And yet no man e’er rings her finger, 
She often wrings her hand! 


Good-Bye to the Summer! 


Goop-BYE to the summer! good-bye to 
the girl 
I flirted with down by the sea, 
I fancy she thought me no less than an 
earl, 
And I thought that she’d £ s. d. 
But I soon discovered that she stood 
behind 
A counter, and that in the east! 
And some one informed her that I had to 
grind 
With pen 
ceased ! 


that to scratch seldom 


Good-bye to the summer! 
the heat 
That made it too hot even to think, 
And rendered it out of the question to 
eat, 
But drove us poor mortals to drink! 
Good-bye to the wasps, and good-bye to 
the flies, 
With stinging and torturing ways; 
Good-bye to the fruits and the goose- 
berry pies 
That children gorge, and us amaze! 


Good-bye to the summer, and cricket as | 
well— 
The bat and the ball are laid by ; | 
This year they have hadan uncommon | 
good spell, 
The season's been brilliant and dry. 
Good-bye to a thousand-and-one other 
things 
(Some joyful, and some that give 
pain) ; 
And let us all hope that the autumn 
time brings 


good-bye to 
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Good luck and good health in its 
train ! 








Heroism Rewarded. 

YounG Albut had been having a good day at the Brightmouth 
race meeting, and, as he had not been welshed, there was a greasy 
ten-pound note in his pocket-book, besides one or two loose 
sovereigns, net profit. He was strolling on the pier, watching the 
girls, especially one ag A maid who sat by herself, and took his 
fancy immensely. He looked and languished and shot killing 
glances at her, which she returned with a frank yet modest gaze 
that thrilled his very watch chain. Presently a young man joined 
her, and a pang of jealousy shot through Albut’s bosom. By Jove! 
it was a fellow he had spoken to on the racecourse in a refreshment 
booth ; some accident had led to a casual conversation, and they 
had exchanged drinks and compared notes on their day’s luck. 
Here was a chance of an introduction ! ’ 

Albut was on pins and needles till the young man caught his eye, 
nodded, and smiled, and in a few moments introduced him to his 
“ sister "blessed word! They discussed the people and the 


veather thi ng lady s 
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Mendiwcant,—‘* Look at my poor old coat, sir; all to pieces!” 
Facetious Old Gentleman.— Ah !—h’m !—Sew its seams.”’ 


























beautiful it is!’’ she said. ‘ Don’t you think mother might come 
out, Jack?"" Jack thought she might; they would go and fetch 
her, or, if Mr.—Albut, thanks—if Mr. Albut wouldn’t be too much 
bored, he would leave him to look after his sister, and run home in 
half the time. Mr. Albut would be delighted, and Jack disappeared. 
His sister grew more sentimental, and leant over the chain to watch 
the play of the moonlight on the waves, then, in a moment, before 
Albut could clutch her, there was an entrancing vision of neat 
ankles and frilled petticoats, and, with a smothered scream, the 
unhappy girl disappeared into the heaving billows. Without the 
least hesitation, Albut pulled off his coat and jumped in to the 
rescue, shouting loudly for help. At the same moment a figure 
uncommonly like the absent Jack stepped from behind an iron 
column and threw a rope to the struggling pair. Then, 
as a crowd of people came rushing down to see what had 
happened, this friend in need removed Albut’s coat to a place of 
safety, and vanished. Our gailant hero was a good swimmer, SO, 


with the help of the rope, and amid the cheers of the crowd, the 
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Albut carried his charge in a half-fainting condition to the 
refreshment room, administered brandy, and in a short time was 
rewarded by a sweet, trustful smile and a feeble pressure of the 
hand. She was better; she would walk home and so avoid catching 
cold. Friendly hands offered wraps and found the hero's coat. 
Selecting a warm shawl and a covert coat, the brave girl took her 
preserver’s arm and left the crowd to discuss the exciting incident. 
They had not far to go, but when they reached the door of the 
house the poor girl almost broke down. 

- “This is where we are staying,” she said. ‘‘ Leave me—I feel a 
little hysterical. I cannot thank you enough now—or ever. Call 
in the morning ; ask for Miss Worbuston.” 

Albut kissed her hand—she did not resist—-and went back to his 
hotel in a dream of happy anticipation. Then he drank hot whisky, 
to prevent rheumatism, got into bed, and slept the sleep of the 
liquored-up just. 

At 12 o’clock next morning he repaired to No. 17, Marine 
Crescent. The front door was open, and two red-faced women were 
talking loudly in the hall. 

“Can I see Miss Worbuston ?” he asked. 

**T wish you could,” said one lady, in a very acid voice; “ and 
I wish I could set eyes on her—I’d let her know it!” 

‘‘ What do you mean ?”’ gasped Albut. 

‘Mean ? Why, she and her brother went out at a quarter 
to eight this morning, and never come back; and their beastly old 
boxes is full of sea-weed, and I shan’t see a half-penny of my 
money. That’s mean enough, ain’t it!” 

** You surely don’t accuse them of being—— 

‘‘ Swindlers ! Yes,Ido. They only come down for the race week 
to catch a flat or two. They’re in London by this time.” 

Albut felt for his pocket-book. It had disappeared. Then he 
said wicked words, and walked sorrowfully away, only to meet 
another victim, the man who belonged to the covert coat. 

‘You needn’t trouble,” he said, ‘‘if you are after your property ; 
they’ve cleared out—it was all a regular plant.” 

Then these two young men compared grievances and invectives, 
and drowned their sorrows in the flowing bowl, and swore never to 
touch water again even if fifty females were to be drowned before 
their eyes. When I last saw Albut, I judged from his appearance 
that he was conscientiously keeping his vow. 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE OCCIDENTALISATION OF BOO DAH. 


Boo Dah, the Dragon, aloof, alone, 

For ages had crawled on a golden throne— 

And imagined the earth was all his own 

From the South, whence the spice-sweet breeze is blown, 
To the North, whence the great gale rages! 

His forte, he thought, was the grand sublime ; 

A civilised eft in a civilised slime, 

He considered himself the heir of Time 
And the protege of the Ages. 


Boo Dah, the Dragon, aloof, alone, 
Heard the cry of the warriors Eastward blown 
From the Western lands he had never known— 
But he heeded not—or he would not own 

That he feared for his great dominions ; 
Till the growl of the great Bear louder grew, 
And the roar of the Lion thrilled him through, 
And the shriek of the Eagles as they flew 

Made him alter his old opinions. 


Boo Dah, the Dragon, ke heard them sware 
There was plenty for each, and a bit to spare ; 
And Boo Dah hoped, as he spake them fair, 
That the Lion and Eagles would eat the Bear, 
And ofterwards eat each other ! 
Their Western ideas he considered accurst, 
With anger he swelled, till he almost burst— 
For of all just angers the very worst 
Is the anger one has to smother. 


The Lion claimed much, as was only fair, 
The Eagles claimed more, and so did the Bear : 
And even the Monkey asked for a share, 
Till the Dragon could only gasp, and stare 
At their impudence occidental— 
Then madness seized on his puzzled brain, 
And he lost his head through the sudden strain ; 
And he'll never be quite himself again, 
In bodily form or mental. 


Boo Dan, the great Dragon, as everyone knows, was until very 

° ° . , 4 . ‘ sé . 

lately an unprogressive reactionary, and very Oriental. Let 
well alone!” was his motto, and “Let me alone” was his only 
request. He was inconceivably old, preposterously immoral, and 


himeelf rich 
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For centuries and centuries he lived in solitary state, calling 
himself the ‘“‘ Lord of Heaven,” and the “ Star of the Morning,” 
and the ‘‘ Grandson of the Moon,” and the “Great Pan Jan Drum 
with the little round button on top,” and other fancy names; for 
he was nothing, if not flowery. And whenever he caught sight of 
himself he used to bow seven times to himself, and grovel before 
himself, and abase himself to himself generally ; for he was nothing, 
if not Oriental. And whenever one of his multitudinous heads 
began to know more than the other heads he would chop it off, 
which, of course, had a very weakening effect upon his constitution, 
but mediocrity was his ideal ; and he was nothing if not consistent. 
However, from this blissful state of advanced corruption he was to 
have a rude awakening. 

Jon Bool, one day strolling rather far afield in search of provender 
for posterity, had a little dispute with the ‘Grandson of the Signs 
of the Zodiac,” and made him see stars, so to speak. When the 
dispute was over, Bool, to the great Dragon's horror, insisted upon 
building an Exeter Hall on his coast, and supplying him with 
opium and missionaries at cost price. 

Well, Bool hadn’t lived there very long before Bowski came along 
the North-West, and insisted upon running up a second-hand war 
oe supplying Boo Dah with damaged bayonets at a discount 

or cash, 

No sooner had Bowski settled down than Franki arrived in the 
South with samples of Palais Royal jewellery for sale at a positive 
loss, and before Boo Dah had time to expostulate, the volatile 
Franki had erected a boulevard and a café chantant right under his 
Oriental nose. 

Immediately after this had happened, Ja Pan, the little Dragon, 
who lived near, and had also been, in his time, a ‘‘ Lord of the 
Firmament,’’ ‘‘ Vice-Regent of Hades,” and a “Star of the first 
magnitude,” but had seen the error of his ways in time and 
modernised himself into an ordinary beast of prey, attacked poor 
old Boo Dah furiously, and insisted upon supplying him with things 
he could make better himself, at a price that would have made even 
a money-lender blush. 

So things went on, till one day, to the surprise of everyone, 
especially Boo Dah, Bowski commenced making the most extra- 
ordinary proposals, and taking leases of Boo Dah’s private property at 
peppercorn rents—in the interests of culture. 

Directly Puff Tupp heard of this reprehensible and shocking 
behaviour he wept bitterly for the wickedness of others, and took a 
lease or so, on his own, to reserve the balance, so to speak. 

This objectionable and irritating greediness on the part of his 
friends naturally riled Jon Bool (who holds strong opinions on the 
rights of property, and believes that most property should be his), so 
he secured a coaling station, and claimed a lease of everywhere in 
the interests of everybody. 

The excitement, of course, soon brought Franki and Yan Kee 
upon the scene, prepared to have a hand in the game, and ready to 
rob anyone in the interests of the higher civilisation. 

And poor old Boo Dah had to listen to such a virulent discussion 
over the partition of his poor old carcase, that he went in for reform, 
and retrenchment, and drinking, and re-action; and chopped his 
a indiscriminately; and surprised everyone very much 
indeed. 

‘‘ Here, I say, dash it all!” cried Puff Tupp, ‘after you with the 
yreast.”’ 

‘‘ Well, I’m blowed,”’ shouted Bool to Bowski ; “ who told you you 
might have the liver-wing ?”’ 

‘‘If you think,” yelled Franki, ‘‘that I’m going to be satisfied 
with a drumstick, you're mistaken, that’s what you are!” 

' ‘‘ Keep the feet yourself,” screamed Yan Kee ; “ I’m right off feet, 
am !”’ 

‘*Give me the best portion,” cried Bool, “and I'll hold it asa 
sacred trust!” 

‘‘ Sacred trust yourself!’ chattered Franki. 

And so the row went on till they all suddenly fastened on the 
same piece, and then but that is another story. ai 
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The Force of Habit. 


[In consequence of the change in the weather, Sir Edward 
Bradford, of the Metropolitan Police, and Colonel Henry, of the 
City Police, have issued instructions for the men to resume their 
winter tunics.— Vide Press.) 


I po not think that Robert much 
For winter tunic’s pining; 
I fa Cy he would rather have, 
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Reminded Her of Virgil. 


De Liste had a visage so gloomy, 

So Harvey-reflecting-on-Tomb-y, 

That I asked him, ’mid converse clubroomy, 
What wretch had annoyed or ill-used him. 

And I learnt with amaze that he’d lately 

Declared to my sister how greatly 

He loved her, and Maud had sedately, 
Politely, and firmly refused him. 


It were hopeless to aim at consoling ; 
So I gave him (his tear-drops were rolling) 
My congrat—I mean, my condoling! 
But, when he at length did forsake me, 
My lonely way home I guffawed on, 
And murmured, with smiles that were broad on 
Mv features, ‘‘ I'll interview Maud on 
This matter—some copy ‘twill make me!”’ 


So I went to my Girton-girl sister, 
And (when I had heartily kissed her, 
In humorous chat to enlist her) 

I made her some artful suggestion 
Which led to her frankLy revealing, 
Without any childish concealing, 

The state of her heart’s inward feeling 

While Herbert was popping the question. 











‘‘ As he poured out his passion before me, 

Now sombre, now surging and stormy, 

I must own that no symptom came o’er me 
Of pity for him broken-hearted ! 

In the midst of his feverish pleading, 

My memory backward went speeding 

To the season when first on the reading 
Of darling old Virgil I started ! 


‘“ He stammered, he stuttered, he spluttered — 
Raved loudly, and then lowly muttered— 
And he mixed all the phrases he uttered 

In so dreadful a hotchpotch and jorum, 
That (while harking, with wonder unbounded, 
To the wishes so strangely expounded) 
A most difficult matter I found it 

To discover the ORDO VERBORUM! !”’ 





| ure to Know. 
Barber.—“ Hair cut or shave, sir?”’ 
Jokeman.—‘‘ Neither. I’ve called toask you | 
what the news is? ”’ | 








The Poet Soliloquises. | 
My rhyme turns out a perfect “ frost,” 
Z Into the basket it is tossed ; 

- My metre’s gas brings gloom, not light, 
HE KNEW! Oh, I do wrong when I do write! 


Elderly Spinster (to Young Reprobate, who has been swecring).—‘ Oh! how Hard 
can you use such dreadful language? Do you know what becomes of little boys . 
who do so?’ A MAN Was caught removing some draper’s 
goods, and though he pleaded that he was only 
‘ stock-taking,’”’ he got six months’ hard. 











Billy.—“ Yes’m; they gits ter be keb-drivers!” 





A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Kozenge, most agreeable to take. 


AMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HZMORRHOIDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


67. SOUTHW4RK STREET. LONDON. S.E.; ANDO SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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